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Tasseography 


Author's Notes: 

| can only imagine how difficult it has been for Viv to live in Steve\'s shadow. Shamefully, it took me all of 23 
years to finally really accept Viv as a real part of def Leppard..and even sadder still, it wasn\'t until he was 
diagnosed with Hodgkin\'s that | finally opened my heart to accepting him. 


Vivian Campbell unlocked the door of his hotel room and entered, relieved to finally return to his home away 
from home. He absent-mindedly tossed his keys on top of the kitchen counter and walked into the bathroom, 
switched on the lights and ran the faucet waiting for the water to run warm. When it reached the right 
temperature he cupped his hands under the stream and washed his face, relishing in the soothing warmth the 
water brought to his skin It had been another long day at the doctor's office for Viv. He was recently 
diagnosed with Hodgkin's lymphoma, a type of cancer that affected the lymphatic system, and has been 
undergoing chemotherapy treatment since April. Today, the doctor ran some tests to see how the treatments 
were working in fighting the cancer. The side effects of chemo were tough at first, always fighting fatigue and 
nausea. Then the side effects became visible. Losing his hair was the toughest part. 


Vivian took one of the white hotel towels off of its hook and began to dry his face. Slinging the towel around 


the back of his neck he looked at his reflection in the mirror and started to rub the short tufts of hair that 


were starting to sprout back. 


"Don't worry, man. Its going to grow back sooner than you think The doctors are going to tell you that they 


were unable to detect any traces of cancer and take you completely off chemo. You're in remission now." 


Viv's hand froze on top of his head when he heard the voice coming from the living room. He knew exactly 
who it was. Viv took one more look in the mirror, switched off the bathroom lights and walked out to the living 


room to address his visitor. 


Steve was sitting in one of the arm chairs sipping a cup of tea, looking radiant and even more beautiful than 
he did when he was alive. Vivian took the chair opposite him and tossed the towel onto the white leather couch 


to his right. 


"Remission, eh? Well, that's a relief. | was starting to think I'd have to sport this Billy Corgan hairstyle a bit 


longer than | was comfortable with." 

Viv smiled warmly at his guest, thankful for the uplifting information. These last 8 months had been such a 
struggle. Being on tour with the band was tiresome enough in and of itself but having to undergo 
chemotherapy treatment at the same time was downright brutal. 

"I thought you could use some good news." 

| really could right now. Thanks mate." 

Vivian unconsciously rubbed the back of his head with his left hand while inspecting the nails of his right, 
unsure of what else to say. There were so many thoughts racing through his head, so many emotions rushing 
through his soul. Steve knew that Viv was trying his best to process everything that was coming at him and 
wanted to offer as much help as he could 

"You must be going through a lot. If itll help, you can ask me anything you want" 

Viv looked up at Steve who held a soft and steady gaze. 

"Are we cursed after all?" 

Viv was a little shocked at himself for asking that question point blank. But it was the one question that 
weighed on him the most. Could the "Curse of Def Leppard" actually be true? He thought it to be a load of 
superstitious rubbish when he first joined the band but since coming down with Hodgkin's he wasn't so sure 
anymore. 


Steve placed his teacup on top of the glass coffee table that sat between them. 


"Cursed? No man, you lot aren't cursed. That's just a bunch of bollocks that the media made up to sell copies 


of their stories. There's never been a curse. just a bunch of really unfortunate circumstances. That's all there 


is to it” 

"Really?" 

"Really." 

Vivian furrowed his eyebrows in a mixture of confusion and frustration 

"What's that, now? | thought that would have set your nerves straight on the matter. 


Knowing that the curse wasn't real should have set Viv straight on the matter but he was still bothered. Viv 
buried his face in his hands. 


"Why are you haunting me?" 

Since he joined the band in 1992, Viv was constantly being haunted by Steve Clark in some form or another. 
Every single day he was reminded of the man who was White Lightning. But now, right in front of him, was the 
specter himself speaking to him about his cancer. He was happy that his health was improving but was 


tormented by the sight of the person who brought him this news. 


"Why are you here? Why don't you go to the others? They're the ones that don't go a single day without 


mention of your name. They're the ones who want to see you. Why the hell do you choose to haunt me?" 
Viv couldn't help the resentment in his voice. He lived each and every day in the shadow of a dead man and 
now to top it all off, here he sat sipping on a cup of Earl Gray as if they were old chums catching up on 
current events. 


"Haunted? Is that what you think this is? No man, you have it all wrong.’ 


Steve took a deep sip of his tea and looked down into the cup. He seemed unaffected by Vivian's outburst but 
the brunette immediately regretted his words. 


"Look, Steve, I'm sorry. | didn't mean what | just said. | was just... 

"You know," Steve interrupted. "When | was young my mum used to tell me about reading tea leaves." 
Vivian raised an eyebrow quizzically at the strange change in subject. 

"What, now?" 


Steve swirled the remnants of his tea looking intently into the cup. 


"Yeah, she was always fascinated by that sort of stuff, Astrology, tea leaves and what not. | never much 


minded it myself but it was nice hearing her chat on about something she had an interest in" 


Steve smiled softly to himself and stirred the tea leaves at the bottom of his cup with his right index finger. 


Vivian was intrigued. 


"You know, my mum also took a fancy to that sort of stuff. | know its a bunch of rubbish but | like that sort 


of lot as well" 

Steve looked up at Vivian and smiled, 

"Right, | best be off" 

Steve placed his teacup on the glass table and stood; Vivian rose from his seat to see him off. 
"About what | said earlier. don't mean it. | enjoy your visits. | hope to see you again" 


"For as long as you're with me mates you'll see me..and you've got quite a long time ahead of you all. Give my 


love to Phil. Tell him..tell him that | miss him..but the longer it takes for him to get here the better." 

Steve lowered his eyes and headed to the door and left. 

Vivian remained standing for a few moments taking in all of what just happened. He noticed Steve's teacup was 
still on the table and walked over to pick it up. It was solid and very real. He took it up and looked at the tea 
leaves that fascinated him so much. Inside was the perfect shape of a large oak tree. Vivian smiled to himself 
recalling his the meaning of the symbol. 


Long life..characterized by good health. 


No, Steve wasn't haunting him. He was a guardian angel. 


